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Just how does the Gillette Fifty 
Box qualify as the ideal Christmas 
gift fora man? Here’s how—on these 
eight counts: 


It is practical... Man, famous for his 
practical mind, insists on useful gifts. 


Yet he probably wouldn't buy this for 
himself... From long habit, he is used to 
getting his blades in packs of five and ten. 
This will be a new andrefreshing idea for him. 


He'll be sure to use it... Blades are a 
daily necessity in every man’s life. TheGillette 
Fifty Box is the most convenient way to have 
them. 


It is personal... It’s all to himself, for 
his own intimate, bathroom use. 


It is good looking ... Packed, as you see, 
in a metal box, velvet lined, with a spring- 
hinge cover. Blades are enclosed in brilliant 


Cellophane. 


it is truly generous... With fifty smooth, 
double-edged Gillette Blades in easy grasp, 
a man can look forward to more continuous 
shaving comfort than he has probably ever 
enjoyed before in his life. 

it will last well beyond the Christmas 
seasom... For months his mornings will 


be free from all thought of buying Gillette 
Blades. 

It is reasonable in price... Five dollars 
buys this sdeal gift. On sale everywhere. 
KADIO—Tune in on “The Gillette Blades” every 
Saturday evening, 9:30 to 10:00 o'clock, Eastern 
Standard Time, over the National Broadcasting 
Company's Blue Network, WJZ and associated 


stations 


GILLETTE SAFETY RAZCR CO, BOSTON, U.S. A 


Gillette 
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Give um shaving comfort in abundance 
with the famous Fifty Box of Gillette Blades. 


























TOBACCO 








@ TURKISH GROWK 


















PEAS PORRIDGE 


HOT 


PEAS PORRIDGE 


COLD 


Remember the nursery rhyme about peas porridge hot and peas 
porridge cold and peas porridge in the pot, nine days old? Ordinary 
cigarettes are just like that. You can shift from one to the other and 
back again, but all you're really doing is getting your peas porridge hot, 
cold or elderly. Because they're all mixtures of domestic tobacco—so 
much alike that only the label enables you to tell them apart. 

So why not get out of the peas porridge business and try a cigarette 
that’s really different? Smoke a Melachrino and see how good a 
cigarette can be! Melachrino is made only of the finest Turkish 


tobacco—smooth and rich and fragrant. Not an ounce of domestic 


ie - : STRAW TIPS 
leaf— not a scrap of “‘mixture”. All coming to you from Turkey, the peels 
home of the best cigarette tobacco. PLAIN ENDS 


Once you've tried Melachrinos, there'll be no more cigarette-shifting 
for you. Remember that Melachrinos are international favorites—have 
been for precisely fifty years. That is a long time for a cigarette to 
hold its patrons. But good tobacco is good always. 

Ask your tobacconist for Melachrinos today. Altogether different— 
altogether better—altogether right. ( MELACHRINOisthe gift ofthe 

_ discriminating. See the special Nb 
YY holiday packages—Christmas 2 

(> tins of 50 and 100; decorated > 
¥ cartons of 100-10's and 200-20's. p 
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THE ONE CIGARETTE SOLD THE WORLD OVER 








© UNION TOBACCO CO., NEW YORK 


TURN TO MELACHRKINO 
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THE LUXURIOUS 


ACDITERRANEA 


ADVENTURE 












Frank's Eighth Annual \ 
Cruise De Luxe— 


Cunard S.S. Scythia 
—Jan. 28, 1930 


Africa, Asia, Europe ... a daring 
resumé of them all. 67 superbly 
planned days in the world’s most 
scintillating sea... aboard a cruising 
liner whose polished elegancies chal- 
lenge those of the suavest club... a 
shipboard home that luxuriously 
links the brilliant and the bizarre in 
Mediterranean ports ... the season’s 
most luxurious adventure in travel. 


World-wise ports interspersed with 
intriguing places never before visited 
by any one cruise ... Cattaro, Tunis, 
Malta, Taormina, Ragusa... in addi- 
tion to exceptionally long visits in 
Egypt and the Holy Land. 


Naturally such a cruise has an irre- 
sistible appeal to discriminating trav- 
elers ... those who know the priceless 
value of 54 years’ travel experience 
plus the presence on board of a Mr. 
Frank to personally supervise the 
minutest details. 


Rates from $950... including an 
elaborate program of shore excur- 
sions. Cunard’s finest First Class ser- 
vice and cuisine, a free stopover in 
Europe and return by any Cunard 
steamer. The membership is strictly 
limited to 390... half capacity. 

Four West Indies Cruises 
January, February, March 
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542 FIFTH AVE. at 45th ST., NEW YORK 
480 PARK AVE. at 58th ST., NEW YORK 
PHILADELPHIA... 1529 Locust Street 


CHICAGO . ° + 175 No. Michigan Avenue 
SAN FRANCISCO + © « « « 29 Geary Street 
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A’ far as our leaky old memory | 
serves, there has been no attempt 


to chart the mind and times of that 
fine, old true the Indian. 
And what a mine of material he is. 


American: 


' We have been pioneered to death, we 


have had the Edwardses, the Jukeses, 


the Yiddish immigrant, the E vetalian, | 


the Al Smiths, the crime and black 
waves and all the rest of the Yankee 
Caboodle, including the Scandinavian. 
But, aside from a 
by J. Fenimore Cooper, 


a gush of 
Zane Gre ymatter, 


a lot of hear-say 
tradition, some obscure dry tomes by 
the learned professors, some unsatis- 
factory, romantically-cockeyed history 
and a greasepaint epic by the Lasky 
Sound and Fury Works, there has 
been no mature attempt to get under 
the red skin and inspect his inner 
workings. We looked at the 
Indian as halfway between a breech- 
clouted with a 
something that 


have 


wolf 
used to shine in lac- 
quered splendor outside a cigar store. 
We shouldn't be surprised if most of 
the past three think of 
him in terms of Richard Dix. smeared 
with red paint and covered with goose 
feathers! 


stoic 


scent and 


generations 


Now we are coming, we believe, to 
the Indian age of writing. And we 
look forward to it with pleasure. It 
will be a splendid chance to make a 
Hesh-and-blood conception and clean 
up a odd The first to 
come in unde r Indiana, is 
Oliver La “Laughing Boy.” 
Even tho its story thread reads like 


tew matters. 
the 


Farge’s 


new 


something turned out by a Lasky 
genius, it is a veritable thing of 
beauty. It tells excuseitplease of the 


poignant and tragic love of a Navajo 
brave for 
has been to the white man’s school and 
smeared with the pitch touch of his 
towns. Yet you can go unashamedly 
sentimental this 
for it is genuinely poetic without spill- 
ing The love setting breathes 
the hot blast and color of the desert. 
The chants, prayers and customs pul- 
sate with the melancholic, weird hard- 
ness of the man of the earth: the red 
man nobody knows. 


The obedient reading. public has 
been told so often why it does what 
it does that two young professors, J. 
Thurber and E. White, have broken 
under the strain and in a book called 
“Is Sex Necessary?” have definitely 
stated they don’t give a damn. You 
can the book’s New Yorker 


over seeming goo, 


over. 


excuse 


a girl of his people who | 


Noble Idealization | 








Exclusive news photo of Gaston Snack at Asbury Park Hunt 
(Circle indicates Snack) 


Ey Wasa 


| dream about matches. 


Mateh Addict!”’ 


writes Gaston Snack 


Internationally Known Horseman 
and Rounder Puts Automatch 
Through its Paces 


—_—— -—_—_ 


“I had been a match addict for years. I 
used to collect paper match covers... 
.. my friends smiled 
behind my back. When my doctor ordered 
ime to give up the insidious habit I bought 
a lighter—but still had to carry matches. 
Last month I bought an Automatch—and 
haven't used a match since!"’ 


Poor Mr. Snack! We hope your little 
message will bring solace to the hearts of 
other match addicts who have never heard 
of Automatch. Not only does Automatch 
light every time but there's not a solitary 
gadget on the outside to tear your clothes 
and ruin your temper. In addition, there's 
a wick that never wears out, an automatic 
flint-replacement signal and Energine is 
the only fuel required. Automatch is en- 
tirely different from any other lighter... 
an ideal Christmas gift, 

Smart, trim, covered with genuine rep- 
tile skins, Automatch sells for $5.00 at 


| leading department stores, jewelry stores, 


drug stores and specialty shops. Automatch 


Corporation, 267 Fifth Avenue, New York. 


AUTOMATCH 


preciosity because of the grand draw- | 


ings and the real need for somebody to 
giggle at the Libido Boys of ’29. 
—Tep 


"» 


SHANE 


Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


The NEW and DIFFERENT Lighter 
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J ACK SHUTTLEWORTH, 























Editor RicHARD J. WALSH SipNey.S. Lenz, Contributing Editors 








GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 


JUDGING THE NEWS 


We learn from the press that the And while we are on the subject, A golf club is being advertised that 
Mediterranean fruit fly is returning if Senators would only travel with — will whistle when a perfect drive is 
to Florida. Almost any day we ex their own luggage it might be possible made. All that’s needed now is a 
pect an enthusiastic statement from to find out whether or not they trans silencer for the duffer who has made 
the Florida Chamber of Commerce _ port liquor. the perfect drive so that the whistle 
that they came back because the y liked can be heard. 
it there so much. Five hundred patrolmen have been 

added to the New York shopping This is hardly news, but we've just 


Then there is the bootlegger’s son district for the holiday rush. Now it heard of a Scotchman who trimmed 
at college who cuts classes just from will be as hard to buy a Christmas — his Christmas tree so close he couldn't 


force of habit. card as to get to the theatre on time. lang anything on it. 
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“TI didn’t think you’d mind, Warden, if I kept up my music lessons here.” 
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Why I Sold My Radio 


“Climb on my knee, Sonny B-hoy !” 
... “Clancey is running with the ball 
wait a minute—I mean Bernstein. 
No, it’s Harris.” ... “The next fea 
ture in our program will be an inter 


esting educational talk.” ... “Oh, I 
get the bloo-hoos when it rains!” 

“Universe, howdy!”” . . . “And now 
the Sunshine Boys will bring you 


their Half Hour of Happiness.” 
“Mammy! Ah said mammy!”... 
“Don’t forget the name, folks—Y« 
Olde Butcher Shoppe, at 19 East 
Blank Street.” “Oh-yoh-lay-ee! 
Yoh-lay-ee-ho!” ... “We are pleased 
to announce that Mr. Herman 
Schwartz will now entertain you with 
his famous imitations of bird calls.” 

“Just me and the man in the 


9 
moo hoon! 


—Ormonv Rossins 
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“Run into a door? 


“ No 
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“Alwash likes t’ go out, hic—’n’ 
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cut down m’ own Chrishmash tree.” 


a Kibitcer!’ 


Helping Hands 
Just After You've Bought a Hous: 
“Well, it’s going to make it nice for 
your friends, old man. It’s a great 
treat for city people to get out in the 
country over the week-ends. When 
are you moving in?”’ 


“Of course, you know your own 
business best, but iny old man said, 








‘Never buy a house until you can pay 
for it outright! He learned, all right 
they finally foreclosed on him and 
sold everything, right down to the 
nightshirt on his back.” 


“T suppose you've figured it all out, 
but I wonder if you'll re ally be saving 
much. There's taxes—getting heavier 
every year—and water rent. They 
soak you, too, for new roads, and gas 
lines; and schoolhouses, whether 


or 
not you've got any kids.” 


“No, you're not paying rent, that’s 
true. But they say it about evens up 
in the end. And look at the time you 
waste on the trains!” 


“Personally, I don’t like neighbors. 
I hate being thrown with the same 
little group every week in the year. 
You get smug, and you're always of 
fending somebody by trying to do 
something without having the whole 


gang in on it. I like to be lost in 


a 
es 
crowd. 


“Honest to gosh, I’d_ rather be 
strung up by the thumbs than fool 
with a furnace! It’s made a nervous 
wreck out of more strong men than I 
can think of. I can see you now 
wrestling a barrel of ashes on a flight 
of icy steps! Man!” 


—STANLEY JONES 
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Janitor’s Motto 


























Don’t fire until you see the white 
on their windows. 

Many a lamb wishes he had gam 
boled on the green instead of with it. 

} 

And then there is the man who lost 
so much on the stock market that he’ll 
have to wear the neckties given to 
him for Christmas. 

At seven o'clock Christmas morning 
Junior turns on the new radio and 
father turns on Junior. 

A Welcome Guest 
If children wrote to Santa Claus 
The way their hearts suggested, 
Their invitations all would read: 
“Mary, I told you in the first place not to get these furnishings!” “Your presents are requested.” 
The Polite Truck-Driver pa DS 

d8¢ : > 
“Why, no, I’m really not a bit sore 
OFr because you smashed the fender on 
at my car. Of course not. Sure, I know 
he darn well that it wasn’t your fault at 
om ill, and an accident like that could 

happen to anyone. I wouldn't have 
mn vou think for a minute that I'd criti- 
d, cise you about such a little thing; I 
y can have the fender straightened to- 
nt morrow and then it'll be as good as 
d ever. Maybe I did look kinda sore 
¢ when you dented it, but I didn’t mean 

anything by that—just forgot myself 
a for a minute was all. You wouldn't 
a hold that against a fella, would you? 
r ... All right then, darling, if you're 
ready to quit bawling me out now, 
; I'll go ahead and teach you some more 


things about driving a car.” 


T’was the Week Before ... 


“D’ya know what, Mr. Smith?” 

“No, Tom, what’s th’ matter?” 

“Well, there ain’t any 

“Don’t tell me that there’s no Santa 
Claus.” 

“That's it. Mr. Smith, that’s a fact.” 

“But that can’t be, you're fooling.” 

“No, sir, it’s your- 

“But, Tom, there must be a Santa 
Claus.” 

“There ain't any though, and th’ 
kids are all—” 

“You say the kids are all being 


fooled?” 














; ‘Yeah, can’t ya hear ’em hollerin’ 
up in th’ toy department? That bum, arthu1 
e you hired to play Santa Claus didn’t crouc 
: show up, now what are we goin’ to 
do?” —Scotr Brown Disillusionment! 
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But the Flesh Is Weak 


I've wasted hours enough on vou, 

It’s time my heart was on the mend, 
It’s time, my dear, that we wer 

through, 

It's time for us to face the end 
It’s time for me to run away, 

It’s time I was forswearing this 
Attachment, but I think I'll stay 

If you'll oblige me with a kiss. 

MarGarer Fisuspack 


Goldilocks has a new diamond 
bracelet this Christmas, thanks to the 
hig bear, the little bear and the mid 
dle S1Z¢ d be ir who sold Gene ral 
Motors short. 


Why He Was Not Promoted 


He watched the clock. 

Hle was always late. 

He was forever grumbling and com 
plaining. 

He only half did things. 

He didn’t study up on his job. 

He associated with his inferiors 

He did not strive for promotion. 

He didn’t have to. 

He was the president of the com- 
pany. 


ones Tea tie 
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SANTA CLAUs I fine time for you 


) 
to come hom: you big bozo! 


More Similes of 1929 


Airy as a cooling system. 
Wiry as a radio. 

Stern as the end of a boat. 
Jeaten as a meringue. 

As trving iS an amateur. 
As changing as a cashier. 


As cutting as a bootlegger. 





“She got something of a bargain.” 















Wreck at Sea 


The boat sank fast beneath the waves, 
And but a few were saved, 

Although the rescuers worked hard 
And angry billows braved. 

“A thousand lost!” the owners cried. 
And sat with solemn faces: 

“If these re ports are ve ritied, 
We've lost a thousand cases!" 


—R. C. O'Brien 


Twe nty-four hours after Christmas 
is when the department stores receive 
many unhappy returns of the day. 


A good New Year's resolutien is to 
keep up the payments on the Christ- 


nas pre sents. 


Criminal Theme Songs 


The Murderer’s—‘There’s a Long, 


Long Trial.” 


The Pyromaniac’s “Kee p the 
Home Fires Burning.” 

The Forger’s “Auld Lang Sign.” 

The Embezzler’s— ‘Goodbye Every 
body.” 


The Short-Change Artist’s— Littl 
by Little.” 
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ANCIENT SOURCES OF MODERN INVENTIONS 
Fire-Fighting Apparatus 
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Spare the Rod and Spoil the Relative 


By S. J. Perelman 


Fr you uap been idly fingering the Bull (Montana) 

Courier-Intelligencer-Tageblatt-Times last Tuesday 

you would have found tugged away in an 
corner an interesting little news item. A party of five old 
woodsmen and trappers from the Ozarks saw their first 
Not one member of the quin 
tette was under sixty; Adolph Zukor, Samuel Goldwyn, 
and Carl Laemmle were all sixty-eight, 
while Jesse Lasky and Joseph Schenck 
were eighty-four and one hundred and 
fourteen respectively. After the per- 
the the party 
drank their first automobile and enjoyed 
a spin in the first ice-cream soda they 
had ever seen. state- 
ment anent their sensations, all ap 
peared slightly wistful. 


obsee Tht 


Paramount. 


movie at the 


formance 


members of 


Pressed for a 











“Wa'al,” they hesitated, scratching 
their woolly polls, “Ah kain’t see dey’s 
much diff'unce sence Ah wuz set free 
by Cun’nl Whitney aftuh de No’thuns 
*vacuated befo’ Shiloh. Reckon Ah 
allus wuz happy ovuh deh on Staten 
Island plantation, long’s Ah had mah 
corn pone an’ chicken soup. Folks allus 
sayin, Wash, whyn’t yo-all cross ovuh 
de bay some day an’ Visit N’ Yawk?’ 
Lawdy, chile, ‘specs it’s ‘cose Ah’s gettin’ kinduh ole an’ 
‘spectin’ de Grim Reapuh, he he he!” And Uncle Buck- 
wheat cackled loudly as he went on shucking the preludes 
from Asia Minor destined 
breakfast. 

Yes, indeed, time certainly flies and here it is Christmas 
again. No doubt many of you have been lying awak« 
these past few nights saying to yourself, “Now, what th 

- shall I put in Aunt Praline or Grandma’s stocking >” 
It is a cinch that Aunt Praline hasn’t been lying awake 
wondering what to give you. I saw her myself sneaking 
down DeRussey’s Lane with Joe the milkman last night, 
but that is neither here nor there (I mean, Joe, the milk 
man is neither here nor there. He is probably lying 
awake right this minute wondering what to give Aunt 
Praline.) But enough of this, she said with an imperious 
toss of her wilful auburn curls. What little tokens of your 
affection are the old buzzards going to crow over Christ 
mas morning when they should be stuffing the evergreen 
tree and glueing the tinsel on the 
roast duck ? 

First, of course, there is Grand 
ma. Grandma, as a matter of 
fact, is always first. Has anybody 
ever seen the old witch when sh: 
wasn’t reaming the rest of the 
family of the white meat or knock- 
ing off the share of the 
gravy or hogging the bath-tub for 
three hours? Only three weeks 
she yipping that 
needed a wire cage for her love 
birds. In Figure 1 is a splendid 
little cage for Grandma, a bit too 
large for the love-birds, it is true, 
but just cozy for Gran. Simply 
kick her into the cage, lock the 








for Marse Horovitz’s hunt 


lion’s 


ago was she 





Figure 2 





Figure 1 


Let her swing on the 
trapeze all she wants to, let her hang upside down on 
the bar, let her yell herself blue in the kisser. Any 
white meat that’s left over give to the dog, whose man- 
ners are certainly better than Grandma’s. 

Now, how about Aunt Katerina Ivanovna? Good old 
Katerina Ivanovna, with her long prying nose, always 
wanting to know what dirty book you 
concealed in between your shirts in 
the bureau or who you're pashing on the 
porch, is a cheap line cut of 
Aunt Katerina’s vade mecum, a sturdy 
tin mudguard to hook onto her schnoz- 
zle when she goes peering through the 
portieres to see what’s popping in the 
parlor. Last winter when Brother 
Dmitri nicked her smeller with his 
sword-cane for snooping into a flask in 
his overcoat, the old witch nearly left 
all her money to an orphan asylum. 
Keep the cush in the family, boys, and 
safeguard Auntie’s snoot with a mud 


door, and throw away the key. 


Figure 2 


























guard. 

And now for gentle old Cousin Alex- 
andra Vassilyevitch who’s lived all these 
years in that 
Salem, alone except for seventeen mil- 
lion dollars. Do you remember her last letter: “If I 
only had a goitre or something to while away the long 
winter evenings!” Well, why not? Don't hem and haw 
around about that goitre you gave her two years ago; did 
you expect a cheap gun-metal thing like that lined with 
cardboard to give a fussy old woman any real WEAR? 
When I saw her early last summer in the Domino Room of 
Libby’s Turkish Baths the goitre was all weather-beaten 
and the paint peeling off so badly that poor Cousin Alex 
andra had to keep her face averted from me and my 
party. 

“Look at her,” Oscar Wilde remarked to me with a 
shudder, “I hope I never get to look like that!” 

“You will, Oscar, you will!” laughed Whistler, cynically 
buttering a crumpet with scone in his voice. And the 
words of the Sage of Concord were only too true. Fifteen 
aged and trembling 


seven -gabled house in 


vears later in Piccadilly Cireus an 
flower-girl hawked her violets above 
the roar of indifferent 
passersby. rough costers 


buses to 
Did the 
who jostled her suspect that behind 
that scarred mask lay the lineaments 
of Oscar Wilde, Lord Beaverbottom ? 
He whom the incomparable Max had 
dubbed “‘Honey 
now only a scabby stick of driftwood 
floating on the backwash of London's 
night-life. Mens sano in mens bath 
But getting back to Cousin 
Alexandra. Here, in Figure 3, is a 


Boy Oscar,” was 


room, 


swell double-decked two-seater 
goitre. Send her one, or better still, 


why not go up yourself and apply it 
lightly over her head? Just a per- 
sonal Christmas 
to her. Gad, 
ought to be! 


massage from you 
what a Yuletide it 
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One of the young ladies of te 


SNE Ai shad ' vf } 
-~ bil es At’ OMe Ten LDA {we |) To market, to market, 

T =, Si ; to buy a fat stock, 

. Home again, home again, 
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Jewelry to hock. 


The absent-minded professor, who 
h) is something of a motoring enthusiast. 
always reads the Monday morning 


= ) . , ae ., as papers to find out if he’s been in an 


=<“ SF . s~ : accident the previous Sunday. 
~ Zo < eA) (ed , ~ , 
SS ZZ Ni ZEA ~ a 
—> i y , 
—— a = > And many a Mexican general has 
had the presidential chair shot from 
under him. 


Cooperative 


The Socialist has this idea 
And under it he labors 
That everything a person gets, 
He should share with his neighbors. 
There are some folks who practise 
this; 
Yes, many whom we know; 
They share with neighbors all they 
get— 
Upon the radio! 
—R. C. O’Brien 
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“What are you going to do about curves? 


Wonder What a Professional 
Santa Claus Thinks About 


(Bowing to Briggs) 


DING-A-LING! DING-A-LING! 
Merry Christmas, folks! (Merry 
Christmas! That’s a laff. Ain’t very 
merry for me. Eight hours a day on 
mv tect. Thirty bucks a week. What 
a break!) Yes, I'll bring you a Shet 
land pony and electric trains. (A fine 
four-flusher I am, promising presents 
to the kids, and I don’t know where 
next week’s board will come from.) 
DING-A-LING! DING-A-LING! 
These whiskers are tickling the life 
out of me. Wonder who invented this 
Santa Claus racket anyhow? Id like 
to get that guy and stuff my cotton 
whiskers down his throat.) DING-A- 
LING! DING-A-LING! A talking 
doll for you, little lady? Surest thing 
in the world. No. I won't forget! 

(There I go again, deceiving that 
sweet little girl. Oh, boy, but I'll be 
glad to get back to the shipping de- 
partment after Christmas. Never 
again. If they ask me to be Santa 
Claus next year, I'll quit ’em cold. 
Yes, sir! Somebody else will have to 
be the goat. Thirty bucks a week! 
And me working in the store for eight 
years! It’s an outrage. Christmas 
spirit. Ha! ha! Know any more 
jokes?) DING-A-LING! DING-A- 
LING! Merry Christmas, kiddies, 
and just tell Santa what you want. 
DING-A-LING! DING-A-LING! 


—Artuur L. Lippmann 





To the Noise-Abatement 
Committee 


I love the peace of a country place, 
The restfulness and quiet, 

With never a breath and never a trace 
Of sound except the riot 


Of a radio; where you can sleep 
To the jazz of a phonograph, 

Or a barking dog, or a bleating sheep, 
Or the cry of a vearling calf. 


I love the calm of a country house 
In the cool of stills morns 
When you can laze and doze and 
grouse 


At the honking motor horns. 


I like such peace, yet I prefer, 
For ease and relaxation, 
The rat-tat-tat of a riveter 
By the New York Central Station! 


—Wi.rrep J. Funk 
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“No—I haven’t seen anything of her for a long time!” 
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No Exams, No Degrees 


OME months ago this page advocated a new kind of 
college with no entrance requirements, no prescribed 
courses, no compulsory attendance and no exami- 

nations. The idea came from Mrs. Marietta Johnson. 
She would get rid of the whole drab system of tests 
and forcing. She would simply provide a quiet place 
where any person of college age would be welcome, regard- 
less of previous schooling, over which there would hover 
an atmosphere of scholarship and intellectual curiosity, 
and where in contact with strong, inspiring teachers the 
The only fault 
we found with her plan was that she thought it neces 
sary to give the conventional academic degrees. In a 
hard-boiled world, she said, they have some commercial 
and social value. We urged, nevertheless, that even the 
diploma and the degree be thrown into the discard. 


natural love for learning would flourish. 


Now comes unexpected and powerful support for this 
reform. Dr. David Snedden of Teachers’ College en- 
dorses it. He believes that such an institution would at- 
tract the type of student who can get the most good out of 
a liberal education in the arts and sciences. He goes 
further and meets the objection to the abolition of de- 
grees. He suggests that we should have three types of 
institutions: 

1. A “bread-and-butter” college for the hard-working, 
pre-professional student. Here standard curricula and 
de grees would be nece ssary in order to give assurance that 
the graduate was equipped to go on with law, medicine, 
engineering, teaching or other profession. 

2. A “gentleman’s college” for those who merely want 
to have a good time, or whose parents insist .on sending 
them in spite of their lack of studious interests. Here also 
degrees would be given, for purposes of social prestige 
and family pride. 

3. The truly liberal college for the quiet seeker after 
learning. Here obviously a degree would be as super- 
fluous as an examination. The graduate would have no 
need or desire for a piece of parchment or a Latin title to 
show for his money and time. The only result he would 
care for would be his increased capacity for the enjoy- 
ment of life and the fellowship of educated men. 

Tom, who is all set to be a lawyer or build bridges, goes 
to the first college. Dick, who means to sell bonds and 
marry a magnate’s daughter, goes to the second. And 
Harry, who goes to the third, will probably always be a 
little behind the big parade of progress, somewhat harder 
up than his neighbors; queer, they’ll call him, because he 
has no radio and drives a shabby old car, doesn’t play 
bridge and spends so much time with his books, or in the 
museum, or in long fireside talks with a few cronies as 
queer as he—why, none of ’em even have college degrees! 
But Harry will be just queer enough not to care. 





One Per Cent is $160,000,000 


Wes Andrew 
that’s 


news. 


Mellon says taxes can be reduced, 
His estimates of future incomes and 
expenses have often been wrong, but they have been 
wrong on the side of conservatism. In matters social, 
political and cultural, conservatism is not always so good. 
In fiscal affairs, conservatism is, in the long run, the better 
part of valor. Some thousands of people have been learn- 
ing that lesson in Wall Street. 

Mr. Mellon now says: 

“The indications are that business profits, dividends, 
interest and wage payments in 1929 will considerably 
exceed those of the year 1928. Our estimates indicate 
that the government should close both the fiscal years 
1930 and 1931 with a surplus.” 

And so we are going to get relief at the very time when 
a lot of us most need it. The reduction of one per cent 
flat comes to a round $160,000,000, which is an emphatic 
reminder of the grand scale on which this country op 
erates. 

And it is to be noted that this reduction is made possible 
not by petty governmental economies but by the sweeping 
gains of industrial enterprise. 


Endowments for Future Wives 


Tomen’s colleges are not getting a break. The seven 
leaders have barely a tenth of the endowments that 
That isn’t fair 
or right. As Charles E. Hughes says, a girl needs college 
training even more than a boy, for “she may not have, to 


the seven leading men’s colleges enjoy. 


the same degree, the activities which may provide some- 
thing like an equivalent. She may have, in bearing her 
special burdens, a more narrowing experience than he.” 
As to the relation of education to matrimony, he says, “a 
From the selfish mas- 
culine point of view that may seem a sound reason why 
rich men should give money to women’s colleges. But 
statisticians tell us that the entire wealth of the country is 
being rapidly transferred into the custody of women 
through bequests, insurance and such. 
not far when the female multi-millionaire may lean back, 
with pen poised above her check-book or her last will and 
testament, and ask, “I wonder whether the college man 
makes an ideal husband.” And in that dire day the men’s 
colleges may be glad that they piled up their endowments 
while the going was good. 


college girl makes an ideal wife.” 


The time may be 


AnotHer mighty achievement of the Hoover administra- 
tion is the new method of making postage stamps. 
Enough stickum is being used to make the average stamp 
stay where it is put, if well licked. This reform will 
mean more to more people than a dozen tariff bills. 
BR. J. F. 
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The Expert Skipper 


He is a mighty skipper, 
His cargo’s always wet: 

His business is rum running; 
They haven't caught him vet. 


The revenuers sighted 
His boat once on a trip; 
Of course they didn’t nab him, 
‘Cause he knew how to skip. 
—R. C. O'Brien 


Simile 
As alike as the handwriting of the 


winners of the Marlboro distinguished 
handwriting contest. 
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“Er—Mr. Brookly, accept my congratulations on becoming the father 
of triplets. I have not only increased your salary, but have also pro- 
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Enterprising Eskimo utilizes the North Pole. 








moted you to Manager of our, er—Production Department. 
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Sooner or Later 


In this day of mergers it won't be 
long before a lot of advertisers com- 
bine and give us an ad like this: 

We will teach you to dance, cure 
you of baldness and banish the tobacco 
habit for vou or we don’t want a 
nickel. When you are called upon to 
speak, do vou blush and stammer and 
feel like sinking through the floor? 
Learn electricity or plumbing and you 
won't be called upon to make speeches. 
Double your income in six months. 
Triple it. What do we eare?> And 
wear one of our suits while doing it. 

Write the words to a song and send 
them in to us, and we will show you 
how you can make ten dollars an hour 
introducing our new patented can- 
opener. O. K. lost seventy pounds the 
first week he took our treatment. And 
when he first sat down they laughed 
because they didn’t think he could 
play. It’s no joke to be deaf. 

Send us your name and address to 
day. Maybe you will win the Buick. 

Amalgamated Advertisers Assn. 

R. C. O’Brien 


The Trusting Wife 


“Yes, George, I am going to be out 
of town for a week visiting my mother, 
but I do not intend to instruct you 
how to behave during my absence. I 
feel certain that this time I can trust 
you, George. I know that you will be 
faithful and temperate while I am 
gone. When I return, there will be 
no beer stains on the parlor ceiling, no 
poker chips under the piano, no signs 
whatever that you have been enter- 
taining your friends in the house... . 
and, darling, the doctor says the in- 
juries you got in that wreck are only 
external, so don’t worry and you'll 
probably be out of the plaster casts 
and ready to leave the hospital by the 
time I get back.” —O. R. 
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“Aw-w-right—don’t let us in your old speakeasy—I hope you’re raided 
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ust previous to the reappearance at the New Am- 

sterdam of William Gillette in “Sherlock Holmes,” 

Calvin Coolidge, rumored at one time to have been 
President of the United States, sent him this message: “I 
feel that you are performing a great public service for thx 
dramatic art in consenting to present the character of 
Sherlock Holmes again, and I wish to express to you my 
appreciation of your being willing to undergo the incon 
venience and sacrifice that I know is involved.” 

Sadly meditating the quality of the Presidential gram 
mar, one proceeds to marvel at the late Coolidge’s concep 
tion of dramatic art. Perhaps, of course, it was not dra 
matic art at all that he had in mind but histrionic. Thess 
Presidents seem to have a way of getting into trouble with 
words on many occasions. Harding had to invent some 
to take the place of those he didn’t know. Wilson played 
safe and got most of his from the Bible or Balfour. 
Hoover, for doubled safety’s sake, requotes Wilson's, with 
now and then, by way of spicing things up a bit, som« 
chilly statistics from the World Almanac. Coolidge fool- 
ishly takes chances—at such rare times as he opens his 
mouth—and gets his foot into it. If “Sherlock Holmes” 
is dramatic art, Mr. Coolidge is Clayton, Jackson and 
Durante. 

“Sherlock Holmes” is, of course, nothing of the kind. 
It is simply a trick melodrama, full of bland hokum, that 
makes for amusing theatrical pastime. (It’s a dirty shame 
to take money for repeating such obvious stuff.) And with 
Gillette in his old réle it is good fun of an artless sort. 
This Gillette remains one of the most engaging figures 
that our stage has known. 
old fellows left. 


We have few such charming 


Theatre 


“Winter Bound” (Provincetown)—lIt col- 
lapses because its author is afraid to handle 
its theme directly. 


“It's A Wise Child” (Belasco) —Some low 


“Sherlock Holmes” (New Amsterdam)— 
The likable Gillette returns in one of our boy- 
ish delights. 

“A Primer for Lovers” (Longacre)—Dull 


guinea pig farce 
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By 
GEORGE JEAN NATHAN 





A year or so ago Mr. William Randolph Hearst offered 
me the post of dramatic critic on one of his newspapers. 
I named an honorarium that seemed to horrify him. 
“Wait until after November 4,” he is said to have tele- 
graphed his editor, “and for that price we can get 
Coolidge.” If Mr. Hearst comes around again, I fear— 
in view of what has been noted above—that I shall have 
to demand a salary twice as big as I did before. 

% * * 


* A Primer for Lovers,” 
4 


by William Hurlbut, lists its 
characters on the program as Virginia Beechmore, 
Elkin Beechmore, Lucy Elliott, John Elliott, Marguerite 
Brace, Jessica Featherston and Ned Jacques. It might be 
a better idea to have listed them under such names as Fido, 
Bruno, Rover, and the like, for the play concerns itself 
chiefly with dogs in heat. The fancy clothes that the 
characters disguise themselves in don't fool anybody. 

Mr. Hurlbut has plainly tried to write a dirty play. 
He has succeeded in writing the dirt but not the play. 
What there is of the latter is simply a series of rickety 
little bridges from one smutty allusion to another. The 
devices are, from stem to stern, the stereotyped ones: the 
several bedroom doors, the midnight assignation, the out- 
spoken virgin, the attempt to make the loudest dirty 
cracks take on a relatively innocent air by putting them 
into the mouth of a gray-haired dowager, the ill-assorted 
married couples, and so on. To ask a dramatic critic to 
busy himself with such stuff is like hiring Max Steuer to 
prosecute a pickpocket. 

One of the only ways to interest anyone in such obvious 
sex exhibitions is, clearly enough, it seems to me, to en- 
gage for the réles of the sexualists (Continued on page 28) 


Digest 


“Sens o’ Guns” (Imperial)—This one, too. 4 's End” (Miller)—Sherman was 
é wrong. War seems to be something like a 
“Salt Water” (Golden)— And also this one. e “ ; suet 


house-party. 
“Sweet Adeline” (Hammerstein)—This “Cross Roads” (Royale) 


Campus sex by 
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“it Never Rains” (Republic) —W orthless. 


“A Ledge” (Assembly)—Same here. 

“Your Uncie Dudiey”’ (Cort)—Mrs. Jacques 
Martin shines in a commonplace comedy. 

“The Silver Swan” (Beck) —See next week's 
iasue. 

“The Game of Love and Death” (Guild)— 
The Theatre Guild's presentation of Romain 
Rolland. Critical comment next week. 

“June Moon” (Broadhurst)—See it and 
laugh your head off. 

“Candie Light” (Empire)—Poor comedy 
about the master and valet who change places. 

“Heads Up!” (Alvin)—Victor Moore's 
clowning is the item here 

“Strictly Dishonorable” (\ von)—A spright- 
ly comedy, admirably played. 

“Scandals” (Apollo)—It passes an qoesing 
agreeably, though it isn’t up to other o 
George White's shows. 

“Bird in Hand” (Barrymore)—Some jolly 
humors by the hitherto sedate J. Drinkwater. 





laughs about a sweetmeat who pretends she is 
about to become a mama. 

“Top o’ the Hill’ 
week's issue. 

“Young Sinners” (Morosco)—Ditto 


(Eltinge)—See next 


Jenny Booth)—Sentimental rubbish 
with the Mile. Cowl mad at audiences who 
snicker at it. 

“Many W:ters” (Elliott)—The church 
organizations endorse it, but I am an eeclesi- 
astical dry. 

“Ladies of the Jury” (Erianger)—Madam 
Fiske making faces at her old reputation for 
dignity. 

“Gambling” Fulton) —The M. Cohan giv- 
ing one of the best performances of his acting 
career 

“Sketch Book” (44th Street) 

a number of entertaining features. 

“Follow Thru” (46th Street)—Last sea- 
son’s most popular song and dance slow 
still at it. 

“The Patriarch” (49th Street)—To be re- 


viewed next week. 


{ revue with 


season's outstanding musical show. 

“Mendel, inc.” (Harris)—See next week's 
page 

“Hot Chocolates” (Hudson)—Licorice vau- 
deville, some of it pretty good. 

“The Silver Tassie” (Irish)—An often 


worth-while drama murdered by bad acting. 


Cock Robin 


The scenery is in- 


“Subway Ex-ress” (Liberty 
now rides on the subway. 
genious, anyway 

“Let Us Be Gay” (Little)—The Mlle. 
Crothers’ amusing comedy of conr 
lessness. 

“Berkeley Square” (Lyceum)— A Connecti- 
cut Einstein at King Arthur's Court. 

“A Wondertul Night” (Majestic) —Johann 
Strauss’ “Fledermaus” score a very welcome 
ear-tonic. 

“How's Your Health?” (‘anderbilt)—In 
next week's issue. 

“Rope’s End” (Masque)—A murder play 


considerably above the average. 


ibial bliss- 
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the M. Flavin. A poor play. 

“Little Shew” (Music Box)—Diverting 
Vaudeville headed by the Mons. Allen. 

“Fitty Million Frenchmen” (Lyric) —Cole 
Porter's latest score. See next week's issue. 
_“The Criminal Code” (National) —A beau- 
tifully staged but inferior drama of prison life. 

“Street Scene” (Playhouse)—The Pulitzer 
prize winner, but even so it is worth-while. 

“The Channel Read” (/lymouth)—Noth- 
ing in this one but an excellent performane 
by Herr Rumann. 

“Broken Dishes” ()itz) 
hokum. 

“Bitter-Sweet” (Ziezfeld)—The overpraise 
of this quasi-operetta is ridiculous, It is com- 
pletely negligible. But Evelyn Laye is a 
charming prima donna. 

“The Humbug” (Ambassador) — By Max 
Marcin. Reviewed next week. 

“Veneer” (48th Street)—I hear good re- 
porte of it, but have not had an open evening 
thus far to see it. 
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“WELL, ALL I GOTTA SAY IS YOURE A HELL OF A MANAGER!” 
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“Open for Inspection” 


| 1 sort of tired of a lodging 

house.’ I told the affable man in 
thie Supe rintendent’s cap. “And _ the 
advertisement of your apartment here 
appealed to me. The neighborly, 
spirit—that sort of thing.” 

“One big family,” 
“That’s the big idear. Ill show you 
of the suites.” I followed him 
into the elevator. 

“You're quite sure it’s all right to 
inspect them now?” I asked, as we 
shot up. “It says ‘Open for Inspec- 
tion,’ but I hate to intrude.” 

“Listen, Mister,” said Mr. McGee. 
“I’ve got the pass-key. I think you'll 
like Seventeen oe” 

He gave two perfunctory 


he said simply 3 


sone 


knocks, 
inserted the key, and flung open the 
door of Seventeen-C with a gesture 
worthy of royalty. 

“Not a bad living-room, at all,” I 
remarked, when I felt eyes on my 
back. Turning, I encountered the hos- 
tile stare of a young woman in a lay- 
ender kimono. She was seated at a 
table in the dining alcove, and her ex- 
pression was that of a guest who dis- 
covers that he has to slee p on the day- 
bed. 

“Oh,” I stammered, treading on my 
guide's capable feet. “‘I’m so sorry.” 

Three-year lease on this one,” said 
Mr. McGee, scratching the back of his 
bullet head and admiring a mezzotint 
over the lease, 


piano. “Three year 


privilege of renewal, an’ we re-dec- 
orate.” 
thought.” I stum- 


bled, that there was nobody here.” 


“IT thought—we 


“It’s quite all right.” said the young 
woman bitterly. “This,is one of our 
most popular suites. Everybody else 
drops in, at one time or another. I 
don’t suppose,” she continued, with a 
venomous glance at Mr. McGee, “‘that 
vou brought a basket luncheon along, 
Sit down 


did vou? make yourselves 


at home.” She scraped a charred 
piece of toast viciously. 

“Humph,” grunted Mr. McGee, 
whose massive brain was concerned 
with the details of his 
“Three-year lease, Mister, privilege 
ot _" 

“Yes, ves,’ | 


him doorwards. 


business. 


murmured, herding 
“We'll discuss it out- 
side.”’ 

“Crab,” commented Mr. McGee 
gloomily, when the door had muffled 
the angry sawing of knife on toast. 
“We've got a lot to put up with from 
crabs like her. Mostly it’s one big 
tamily, but her—tck, tek! We'll try 
Ten-B.” 

It seemed to me that my mentor 
barely caressed the panels with his 
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knuckles before we were in a _ hall 


Gpening on a large and cozy room. 
Phis time the response was immediate. 
“Oh, 
stuffed gentleman who was prone on 
the floor, his toes hooked under the 
overstuffed davenport. “A man might 
as well do his exercises in the 
sylvania Station as here!” 
“Morning, Mr. O’Connor,” said my 
guide, stepping over the gentleman's 
pink legs with due care. He looked 
back at me. 


if you want to see a real view. You 


Gawd,” groaned the over 


Penn 


“Come over here, boss, 


can't touch it, anvwhere in town, for 
less than four thousand. How about 
it, Mr. O'Connor?” 

“Get out!” said Mr. O'Connor, the 
veins in his brow purpling dangerous 
lv. He billowed to a sitting posture 
with considerable effort. ‘Get the 
hell out of here, before 

“Yes,” I said hurriedly to Mr. Me 
Gee. “Please do 


vood idea now. 


I've got a pretty 
I’m sorry to have in 
truded, sir.” 

“Don't let a guy like 
you,” said 


that hurry 
Continued on page 31) 
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FRONTIER 


IS IT YOU,YOUNG WILD WEST? 
EXCLAIMED SELBY, HIS 
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DROPPING IN SHEER SURPRISE 


Who was the mug that put to sea with only two fleas? 


won’t take Noah for an answer. 
moll in a night club in front of 


Remember, I 


SerGeant: “This chump strangled his 
150 people. 


Fiatroor: “Naw, everyone thought they was dancin’! 


Didn't anyone interfere?” 
a 


And for this week 


only Levine Bros. will gouge out your spleen, install central heating, and 
keep your feet in meat balls till next winter for only fifteen dollars. 
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Entered Into Rest 


“Not—not dead?” she whispered. 


He nodded and turned his face 


away. 

For a few moments she remained 
very quiet and then said in a calm 
voice: 

“You mustn't joke about such 
things. For a second you gave me a 
real seare.”” She laughed softly, as it 
to reassure herself. 

“But I’m not joking, dear; it’s 
it’s so.” 

There was another painful silence. 

Suddenly she clutched his sleeve 
and he could feel her trembling. 

“Why don’t you do something?” she 
sobbed. ‘“‘How can you sit there like 
that when this awful thing has hap 
pened?” 

“There’s nothing I can do, sweet 
heart. It’s nearly one o'clock in the 
morning, we're ten miles out of town, 
and all we can do is wait for some 
one to tow us till we can get this darn 
engine going again.” 


—Freprick Brap.iey 








“My boy A 
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you have besmirched the name of Schmaltzenheimer.” 


To a Warm Friend 


Farewell, close friend of olden days, 
Your warm caress I'll not forget. 
You comforted me in many ways 
But now, grown old, you seem all 
wet. 


The hours you nursed me as I lay 
in illness on my bed of pain, 
Serve not to make you less passé; 

Thus all that’s over was in vain. 


Too soon you aged, while I stayed 
young; 
And, though you gave your life 
to me, 
Such sacrifice must go unsung 
By this ingrate mortality. 


Your once firm body had to sag, 
Give way and leak. Alas, too bad. 
This is good-bye, hot water bag, 
I'm getting an electric pad. 
—CarRROLL CARROLL 


Wall Street Slogans 


What a whale of a difference just 
a few points can make. 

I'd walk a mile from a ticker. 

When your broker phones franti- 
cally for further margin, be non- 
chalant. 

A game for those who can afford it. 

Reach for a revolver instead of a 
rope. 

Ask Dad, he knows. 

—R. C. O. 
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Things I’d Like to Know 











PHOTOMATON 
Where vaudeville actors buy their 
overcoats . . . why President Hoover 
insists on reading his movie-toned 
speeches . . . how to figure out what 
time it is in Australia in case anyone 5 
should ever ask me ... who _ boot- Ab 





ex 


leggers think they are fooling when tex 
they counterfeit bottles and labels .. . 


what oyster openers do during June, 











July and August . . . why actors, ac- 





tresses, musicians and hoofers are al- 





ways threatening to retire and never 
doing it ... how long the long skirts 
are going to stay long ... why this 














country needs a good five-cent cigar 
. « and when to buy short. 
—Carroii CARROL 


The Auto Mechanic Expresses 
Himself 


“Darling, I saw you last night with 
Jim, and it wrenched my heart. I 
could socket to him good. You know 
dear, I love you so much it just chokes 
me. If fuse will only shackle your 
self to me, wheel bolt together. I 
haven’t many vises, and it shims to me 
I could cutout the few I’ve got. And 
what a honeymoon we can have! Oil 











coil for you in the car and your poppet 
valve no suspicion of what we are 
doing. Wheel shaft to make the best 
of the jack I’ve got ... it’s not so 
much. But, honey, don’t axle your 
old manifold anything, he’d spring up 
and throttle me for sure. Now, sweet- 





heart, if I clutch you in my arms, you 
won't shift from me, will you? No, 
your eyes are shining and your whole 
face is so radiatored, that I gas I 
know what you are going to say.” 
—Francis MANNING 





























The Wayward Son 


“Junior, I found this book hidden 
under your pillow. Just wait until 
your father comes home, young man. 
I certainly intend to inform him of 
this. What do you mean by reading 
such a thing, after all he has told you 
about getting ahead in the world? We 

; were hopeful that our son would have 
o a lot of ambition and make a name for 
himself—that he would some day be 

like father i 


successful his and it is 
disappointing to find that you have 
been reading the very thing he has 
warned you over and over to shun . 

Very well then, if you promise not to 
do it again, I won’t tell daddy that | 
found this grammar hidden under your 


“— . . 
= - — pillow. But should you disobey once 
—_— rs . . 4 , 
“Reeili—e more, young man, I’m afraid you'll 


never be the song writer your father 
“Naw—that’s not Heywood Broun—that’s the Marz Brothers!” —Ormonvd Ropsins 
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*Tis Better to Receive— 


Hear yez, hear yez! Here it is most 
Mistlemas again and with the snow 
and General Motors falling fast. what 
to do, what to do? With stock divi 
dends barely paying funeral expenses, 
it looks as if Christmas was going to 
be just another day spent crying into 
needle beer at Frank or Jack’s or 
Joe’s, telling what good fellows we were when we had 
it. Well, here’s your chance biddies, phrails and debbies. 
Reach behind the picture frame and drag out that Reno 
money, hock that outdated costume jewelry and step into 
Judge Junior's Trading Post. Look over his assortment 
of doodahs, knicknacks and gadgets selected with loving 
care and guaranteed not to be seen on the janitor three 
days after the swapfest. 

Braving the big game rifle fire at Abercrombie & Fitch 

Madison Ave. at 45th) Junior bagged the following 
ideas: Electric magnifying shaving mirror: you'll never 
miss a whisker with this one ... Aluminum playing cards: 
good for playing solitaire in the bath-tub ... Rear left 
rabbit’s foot for your watchain: good for Wall St. Bear 
hunting . . . Bottom’s Up Glass (a tumbler with dice 


blown into the bottom): bottoms up and then shake to 
see who pays... A. & F. Athletic Club decanters: for 
drinking bouts ... Pocket alarm watch: wake up and go 


home from the office . . . Self-winding wrist watch: espe 
| 

cially recommended for chronic handshakers .. . Folding 

poker table: can be quickly rolled out of sight when the 


minister calls ... Tarpon fishing outfit: for getting jewelry 
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Beene mes! chips ... Table tennis: ritzy for ping 


SELEWINDING WRIST WATCH — 
YN SHAKE HANDS VIGOR SLY 
JANITOR AND IT’S WOoUAD. 
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out of the plumbing system . . . Rolls- 
razor: the little shaver of the Royce 
family ... English tankards with glass 
bottoms: see the guy behind trying to 
make your girl Complete game 
box: if you’re a poker fiend, throw 
away everything but the cards and 





pong a a Table croquet: if you can 

get grampaw up on the table ... Rule 
with pencil; multi-vider; pencil with calendar; perpetual 
calendar: traps for the conference room table ... Yacht 
timer: to pass the time till you can afford a yacht... 
Roulette wheels: good for a kiddie’s merry-go-round when 
the police come ... Nigger Skittles: the first merger game: 
combining all the quiet charms of craps and bowling .. . 
Twin Flask Travelers: for your Siamese friends 
Sesame locks: one less key on your ring ... Seat canes: 
for Fanny who is tired of it all... Cigarette canes: carry 
your fags in the stick .. . Rear vision mirror with clock: 
tells how long it'll take that cop to catch up... Watch and 
lighter combined: for people who smoke five cigarettes a 
day ... Lumberman shirts: for that caveman ... Hunting 
knives: for northwoods manicuring . . . Trapshooting out 
fits: for penthouse dwellers Magnetic razor blade 
sharpeners: what to do with your old razor blades 
Newspaper racks: quarrel screens for the breakfast table 
..+ Trie-Trac: a new game with dice and money . . . Fam- 
ily Luncheon Kit: for the maid’s day off ... Rumble Seat 
Poncho: for roughriders . . . Skis: no pilot’s license re 
quired ... Snuggle rug: use your own judgment . . Rumi 
dors: pre-war flavoring for to (Continued on page 32) 








— 7 ete 
A RINETING 

rh MACHINE FOR 
STICKING Il 
SuRT STs 









SHAKES 
\TSELF 
Gee 



































nd 
ng 
an 
ile 
al 
ht 


en 





i 






Christmas Statistics 


(For the Humorous Magazines 


There will be 20 parodies begin 
ning “’T'was the Night Before Christ 
mas and All Through the House.’ 

Several thousand jokes will be writ 
ten referring to what a rotten time 
Father has on Christmas. 

860 jokes will refer to Christmas 


neckties. 











He 


—FRrANK 


won't belong now! 
McFrarrers, 

Pittsburgh 731 
There will be 113 cartoons illustra 
ting Santa Claus caught in flagrante 
delicto with the cook. 

There will be 300 articles 
contrasting the rich little girl’s and 
the poor little girl’s Christmas, with 
299 of them showing the advantage of 
the latter. 

65 Christmas 


written 


wn. wy sere 


Driver—Mush! 


Lists will be written, 


Mush! 


JUDGE 


with suggestions for gifts for various 
celebrities. 

195 jokes will be written in which 
Santa Claus is confused with the boot 
legger. 

There will be 
happens to packages marked “Don’t 
Open Till Christmas.” 

There will be innumerable articles 
entitled “Christmas Statistics.” 
SILVERBLATT, 

Harvard °30 


289 articles on what 


—ARTHUR 


“We're going for a nice automobile 
ride.” 
“No fooling?” 
“Well, that all depends on you.” 
RaLtpu C. SHAFFER, 
U. of Washington *30 


“Love me and lave me,” sang little 

Patrick, as his mother dropped him in 

the bathtub. 
Hat G. Harvard 


W eESTMORE, 


“How is it that Bill was expelled 
from college so soon? I thought no one 
was dropped before Christmas.” 

“Oh. the Dean decided to do 
Christmas drapping early this year.” 

—Artrucur SILVERBLATT, 


Harvard ’30 


his 


“That girl is skinny.” 
“Listen, Joe. People don’t use that 
expression in the best places.” 

“T know. But that’s 


skinny.” 


where she’s 


—Rartpeu C. SHAFFER, 
U. of Washington °30 





| BEAVEN 
“*S my story an’ I’m gonna stich 
to it!” 
FRANKLIN N. Beaven, 
Wabash ’29 
Talkie Theme Song: ‘Mutter of 
Mine.” Tyson ALLEN, 


U. of Chattanooga ’31 

















Mush! 
Lost ExpLorer—Fer Gosh sake, with us starvin’ you’d have to yell that! 
Dwyer, 


WILLIAM 


Yale ’31 
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6e . ’ ‘ 
He y, you! Take Yer Christmas on down the street!’ 
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rt last, the perfect movie. Sound, color, music, 
and stars never gathered together before—(and, 
let us pray, never again) are assembled in one 
great Hollywood orgy called the “Show of Shows.” War- 
ner Brothers, with logical procedure, have developed the 
real fundamental movie idea to its last possible consumma- 
tion. Not one star, but 77, appear on one screen. But their 
own advertisement speaks for itself. “The show ot 
Shows has, by actual count, 1,000 Hollywood beauties. 
All of them tinted by Technicolor—and none of them 
tainted by time. 

“It is 100 shows in one. It is drama, melodrama, 
and tragedy. . . . It is opera, revue and musical comedy. 

. . There never was anything like it before and there 
never will be anything like it again.” 

And far be it from me to take exception to the press 
agent’s words. Here is, in fact, the realization of a movie 
executive's dream. Beatrice Lillie, John Barrymore, Ben 
Turpin, and 74 other stars (including an adagio team). 
Thousands of women. A great big electric sign, turned 
on by no less important sign-turner-on than Mr. Grover 
Whalen. Thousands of women, hundreds of musicians, 
and lots of noise. And if that doesn’t please you, you're 
just an old sulk. 

There is one thing missing from this combination of the 
Hall of Fame, Hubert’s Museum and the Lambs Club. 
The producers, in their hurry, forgot to give their 77 wage 
earners anything in the way of material. Consequently, 
it is just one big mob of celebrities elbowing each other in 
and out of the spotlight. John Barrymore has to stand on 
Ben Turpin’s shoulders in order to recite a few words 
from “Henry the IV.” Even so, they were good. 

As a matter of fact, it is mortifying to realize that the 
movies are powerful enough to take the best Shakespear- 
ian actor in the English-speaking world and shove him 
behind a chorus of Hollywood bathing girls, and give him 
a three-minute spot in the show. If ever a Renaissance 
comes in our day, the movies alone probably will have 
done it. Painters, singers, violinists, actors, who toiled 
for years to obtain their master’s credit, are bumped to- 
gether and submerged in the great wave of the movie busi- 
ness, and tossed up on our national streets along with 
tons of garbage. 

Any glamour, or fame, that has been rigorously earned 
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is obliterated on the silver screen. It is a serious loss 
when you consider that a Barrymore who could walk 
Hamlet’s ghost across any stage in the world and raise a 
cheer becomes a vaudeville actor, sandwiched between a 
coon shouter and an adagio team, by the crude hunger of 
the movies for respectability. Maxwell Anderson writes 
“Saturday's Children.” Yet he is just another writer to 
Hollywood. And if “The Cock-Eyed World” is an ex- 
ample of what Hollywood has done to him, shed a tear. 

“The Show of Shows” is a step in the right direction, 
Let us hope that the last great movie epic will be opened 
by President Hoover, scored by Toscanini, and performed 
by every accredited actor known to the four corners of the 
earth. If entertainers do not themselves rebel, we can 
dismiss the theatre, the music hall as institutions of a 
former day, and turn to beer drinking and folk dancing 
for recreation. If the artist, in this final great potpourri, 
is not humiliated at his servile, if wealthy, condition, we 
can dismiss once and for all the fable that there is such a 
thing as ambition, respect, in the various occupations, 
and class all writers, actors, entertainers on a level with 
three-a-day acrobats. 

If, however, this one great parade should bring about 
an Eastbound stamped:, a general renunciation of movie 
owners, the movie might stop its vain shouting in the high 
places and return to its normal field of pantomime and 
music, simple themes and superb photography. Until this 
final epic, we shall have to put up with such futile hashes 
as the “Show of Shows.” 


me Love Parape” has some bawdy moments, and the 

engaging Maurice Chevalier to save it from tawdri- 
ness. It uses an ancient operatic plot concerning the 
prince who is a ruler in name only, but M. Chevalier is 
given some French farce moments in and out of the bridal 
boudoir, and the crafty Lubitsch proves that he has for- 
gotten none of his amusing camera tricks. I think you 
will find it fairly good fun. 


ler my constant disappointments, I still drop in at 

our little art theatres awaiting some surprise. To give 
you some idea of what I get, I quote from a program note 
on “Arsenal,” the latest Russian effort playing in and 
about the city’s ex-stables. (Continued on next page.) 


The Movie Guide 


“The Kiss” —Greta Garbo in nothing at all 
“The Lady Lies” —A sound plot, a good 


cast, and well worth your while. 


“arsenal” —In this issue. 


“Applause’’—The plot hides behind the 
camera, which happens to be good. 


“Condemned” —An all-star cast trying “The Love Doctor’ —It was good in 1912. 


to be funny with a serious story. 

“Frozen Justice” —Cold business. 
“Footlights and Fools’”—Just that. 
“Hallelujah” —The best movie of the year. 


“Love Parade” —In this issue. 


by Ann Harding and Frederick March. 
“Paris” —Good music. 


“Paris Bound” — The smart play wel! done 





“Prisoners” Molnar 
enough to see. Half-talkie 
“Piccadilly” —I don't know where it is, 
but see it if possible. Silent. a brave effort, but all in vain, 
“Romance i ande”’ —Terrible . 
of Rie Or Terrible. “Why Bring That Up?””—Moran and Mack 
“Seven Faces” — None of them worth never miss. 


seeing. “Young Nowheres” — Richard Barthelmess 
“Sweetie” —Pleasing. works well in a fragile romance. 


story done well “Shanghai Lady” —Rotten. 
“Show of Shows’’—In this issue. 
“The Trespasser” —Gloria Swanson makes 
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Judging the Movies 


something comes along s« 
different that it is likely to be bewil 
dering,” 


as, ee Pew Cat on) | 
© : 
“When ) 


savs the management, “‘it is 
only fair to the picture, and to the per 
son looking at it, to speak a guiding 
word in advance. . . . ‘Arsenal’ is the 
picture of a soul trying to find its way 
to knowledge and freedom along a 
road continually pitfalled with human 
weakness and blindness. It fails and 
fails again, but it keeps on.” 
The pity of it! 


Limerique 


A dear little fellow of Dorset, 

With innocent yearning to horse it, 
For seven days running— 
Oh, wasn’t he cunning! 

Put ants in his grandmother's corset. 


—CLEVELAND PLiain DeEaLerR 


Wasted Ammunition 


Our masters of satire are vigorous 
gents, 

They devastate folly and shatter pre 
tense, 

And they should have succeeded, by 
all of the rules, 

In freeing the country of bumpkins 
and fools; 

Their shafts of derision should slay 
on the spot. 

But do they, dear Brutus? 


Apparently not. 


No satire was ever more clever and 
keen 

Than that which is launched at tlh: 
cinema screen, 

And players, producers, press agents 
and mobs 

Should, long before this. have been 
bumped from their jobs. 

They should have surre ndered. or 
started to fly— 

Hast heard of it, Socrates? 


Neither have I. 


Society dowagers, prize-fighting 


blokes, 
Have all been assailed by satirical 
jokes; 


The lions that rule the political zoo 

And the barons of business are sat 
rized, too. 

How they can survive it we w riters 
can't see— 

Come, what do vou make of it. 
Watson? 

By me! 
—Sropparp King 


in the Spokane Spokesman 
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Napoleon Bonaparte was never 
the € 


'He was not born in Corsica. 
He never commanded an army, 
| and ns name wasnt yn 


apoleon 





On request Prof Collier will not furrish proot of anything. | 
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Nick Doornik,, the armless bowler of ; 


Tenstrike, Utah; bowls withhis feet. 





mperor France ; 














Bonaparte. 
ho was he? 





| by Hector Useless of Gale . ' 
1! +on Pa. Itruns backwards | Cilly Islands, halches trom the e¢¢, 
and te nT. the Time or day of the Ile on Shrove -Juesday, 


eight years ago. 
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wearing, a sleeve garter about Ws 


| neck, with which it hands itself. 
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Doing his Christmas shopping early. 
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Lenz has held, fourteen tim thee tional and Internationa ind i t Champions! 

e who follow this department of Judge will understand why Wilk C. Whitehead ha aid Sid 

is undoubtedly the most remarkable card player t 1 | known.” 
} Lenz will welcome correspondence from Judge readers and rdvice and anszw I tion 
related to Auction and Contract {| led correspondents send stam! id ed envelope f 


Winners in the Prize Bridge Series 
will be announced in the issue of De- 
cember 28th. 

The competition is very keen and 
quite a number of contestants stand a 
fine chance to land the grand prize. 
The final decision will probably rest 
upon If Bridge were a 
bit more like Golf and a bisque-or-two 
could be judiciously used, it would be 
ot great help. At Golf the Bisque- 
hound grabs a stroke where it will do 
Strokes at Bridge are 
not so vital, except with high blood 
pressure, but a Bridge-bisque might be 
employed to take back a bid, or a 
tinesse, or any play that appears to 
give cheer and comfor® to the enemy. 

Oh, well, I won't attempt to tinker 
with the rules any more, at least until 
my Challenge Bid is universally adopt- 
ed. Already the Knicke rbocke r Whist 
Club and the Contract Club of New 
York officially use the Challenge in- 
stead of the Informatory double. A 
large number of other prominent clubs 
this 
trouble-saving device, and before long 
the 
ties of 


a single bid. 


the most good. 


all over the country are adopting 


misunderstandings and 
the ‘“‘make-believe-doubles,”’ 
will be a thing of the past. 
of this, anon. 

In the contest just completed, there 


ambigui- 


But more 


was one outstanding question, upon 
which many of the leading players ap- 
peared to be almost equally divided. 
Even if this moot point was instru- 
mental in diverting a nice prize from 
some earnest solver, it might almost be 
made worth-while by a frank discus- 
sion that would tend to simplify mat- 
ters, when these ever-recurring situa- 
tions come up at the bridge-table. The 
question is simply whether it is the 
better procedure, when holding two 
biddable suits, to first bid the higher- 
ranking or the longer suit? 

Some _ authorities that the 
higher ranking suit must be shown 
first. 

Personally I much prefer to bid the 
longer suit first. Among the large 
number of letters I received in re- 
gard to this question, one lady says: 
“All the authorities agree that a good 


insist 


i 


four-card major suit must be bid be- 
fore a longer minor suit.” 

In checking up, I find that of nine 
well known experts three 
the higher-ranking suit while six favor 
Most of the reasons 
advanced by the short-suit experts for 


advocate 
the longer suit. 


their preference seem to me to be ex 
cellent arguments for my side. 


Possibly they may feel the same 
way about my reasons, but neverthe 
le SS, here Foes: 

When a player bids two suits the 


most important thing for the partner 
to know is, which suit is the longer. 
On close hands this knowledge often 


makes the difference between winning 


the game and taking a penalty. When 
a minor suit is bid before a major, it 
is known to be the longer suit. When 


the major is bid first it is known to 
be at least as long as the minor. This 
bidding only applies to a four card 
suit. Holding two biddable suits, one 
a good five-card major and the other a 
good six-card minor, I would prefer to 
bid Holding 
major suits, I bid the 
the higher ranking. Similar proced 


the major. two good 


longer—not 


ure is followed when holding two 
minor suits. 
On page 118 of my latest book, 


“How’s Your Bridge ?’’, I say: “With 
two suits, both warranting an original 
bid, the longs r one should usually he 
bid first in preference to a four-card 
suit, irrespective of their ranking.” In 
the problem deal shown, a demerit is 
given for bidding a four-card Heart 
suit headed by the Ace-King instead 
of a six-card Club suit consisting of 
King, Queen, 8, 7, 6, 4. 

On the three prize problem deals 
numbered eight, ten and twelve, bid 
ding the long suit first would have 
been most helpful towards obtaining a 
perfect score. 

F. H. A., of LeRoy, N. Y., writes 
an interesting letter on this subject. 
He prefers to show his higher-ranking 
suits first, and rather than “surrender 
his ideals” he is willing to take a small 
penalty. But, he says, if it is going 
to raise Cain with his score, he is sorry 

(Continued on page 32) 
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- « - yet the newest note in 
Christmas Gifts 


Stormeguid is t imo} de 
lightful rift i moder handsomely 
designed weather forecaster (simplified 
| meter), by Taylor Different t] 
rm that's compelling with an air 
t roman reminiscent of clipper hips 
tre r r t disco 
n t days lon 
meer lus 
S resting, « 
ed r ner;r W ll 
t rr | T rz T l gZ or 
s \\ 1 it rab tori € 
r Ing r shipy . I roretell 
j ( r it rrov kie il 
} 1] e € r Die stort 
re le be t r € ind frie l t 
the hol fa ] } i trusted o 
I 1S€ | r ire wor 
ed for rac 
An individua ift ke to be dupli 
ed! Taylor Stormoguide (Standing 
Pattern) has a handsome clox k-like cas 
lished bakelite, wa t finished. It 
411%4” gold-toned dial, good grade 
roid 1 ement and is adjustable for 
uses in altitudes from 9 to 2.500 feet 
Price, eacl -$15 Taylor Stor: 
guice Jur T € above without 
1 and th w » dial, suitable for 
1S€ Price, each...$10 If your 





Taylor Instrument Companies 


ROCHESTER, N. Y., U. S. A 
CANADIAN PLANT, TYCOS BUILDING, TORON 
UFACTURING DISTRIBUTORS IN REAT BRITA 

RT & MAS LTO... 3 
oe ee es oe oe ee ee ee ee ee es es 
COUPON 


Taylor Instrument Companies 
117 Ames St., Rochester, N. Y., U. S. A. 
Please send ia Taylor Stand Pattern 


? 
Stormoguide, [] Taylor Stormoguide, Jr. 
(check which). Enclosed is $...... 
I understand safe delivery ts guaranteed, 
PN iuish iru die ees es 
aaah aia aaaorkavendabaeusycieon 
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The standard 
of hotel 


service is 


STATLER 
SERVICE 


and the last 
word in hotel 


equipment is. . 


RADIO IN 
EVERY ROOM 


You get better values at 
a Statler: private bath, 
morning paper,bed-head 
reading lamp, excellent 
library, variety of restau- 
rants (from lunch- 
counter or cafeteria to 
formal service)—all the 
Statler comforts, plus 
Statler Service. And fixed 
rates are posted in every 


Statler room. 


HOTELS 
STATLER 
Boston 
Buffalo 
Cleveland 
Detroit 

St. Louis 


New York 
(Hotel Pennsytvania) 





Judging the Shows 
(Continued from page 16) 


women sufficiently aphrodisiacal to 
make the whole business somewhat 
plausible. Otherwise no one gives a 
hoot what happens to them or is the 
least concerned with their amatory ex- 
citements. The old Palais Royal direc- 
tors knew the trick and always suc- 
cessfully cast agitating sweet ones in 
these parts. The stage of the Long- 
acre Theatre reveals nothing to make 
Louis XV sorry that he is dead or 
Alexander Pantages sorry that he is in 
jail. 


“( “iamre Apams,” deceased, strikes 
me as having got a razzing from 
the reviewers that it didn’t entirely 


deserve. It was certainly not a good 


play, but on the other hand I doubt 


that it was as bad a one as my col- 
It was marked 
by some psychological insight in the 


leagues said it was. 


instance of its central woman char 
acter; it was, for all its dramaturgical 
weaknesses, honest; and it was pleas- 
antly free from the strainful posturing 
that Daniel Rubin, its author, exhib 
ited in his “Women Go On Forever.” 

Where the play collapsed was not 
in its thematic or character elements, 
which were sufficiently sound, but in 
its author’s shortcomings as a drama- 
tist. Rubin has not yet learned that 
what may look all right on the type 
written page sometimes seems ridicu 
lous, or at least mildly laughable, on 
the acting stage. He has something 


| of a dramatic pen, but his dramatic 


Mildred MacLeod’s 


performance of the central réle was 


eve is deficient. 


commie ndable ° 


No Answers 


A young man, his face flushed with 
anger. burst into the office of the elec- 
trical company. 

“Didn't I ask you yesterday morn 
ing to send a man to mend our door 
bell?” he demanded. “And didn’t you 
promise to send around immediately ?"’ 

“But we did send, sir,” broke in th 
manager. “I’m certain of it. Hi. 
Jones! he added, calling to a work 
man. “Didn't vou go round to Park 
Lodge vesterday to attend to that 
job?” 

“Yes, sir.” replied Jones. “I went 
round, all right, and I rang the bell 
for about ten minutes, but I couldn't 


get no answer.” —ANSWERS 


Senator Smoot says he wouldn't 
know a bootlegger if he saw one, and 
his other qualifications being equal, 
we imagine he could easily become a 
dry agent. —Detroir News 
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EARLY HALF A 
million of the poor and less fortunate 
throughout the country will look to 


The Salvation Army for some of the 


| good things that mark the Nation's 


Yuletide rejoicing. Irrespective of 
creed, race or color, we shall distribute 
our Christmas baskets and toys for 
the little ones — honest need being 
the sole qualification. May I count 
on your kindly assistance in meeting 


this insistent demand? 


UR METHODS 
of investigation and distribution com- 
mend themselves to a large number 
of generous-hearted citizens who 
desire to share with others at Christ- 
mas the blessings of peace and 
prosperity. 
increase, and I invite all my readers 


I want that number to 


| to participate by sending me a con- 


tribution. Gifts will be gladly de- 


voted to any specific purpose desig- 


nated. 


dang lic SN orth 


| Kindly mail your check 
| without delay to 


COMMANDER 
EVANGELINE BOOTH 
National Headquarters of 
The Salvation Army 

853 BROADWAY 

NEW YORK CITY 
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Radio Selections 


(Al Time Given is Eastern Standard Time) 


Thursday, December 12 

30—Champion Sparkers. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WBAL, 
WHAM, WLS, KDKA, WLW, KWK, WREN, WJR, 
WFAB. An interesting orchestra, and Irving Kaufman 
Sein 4 WEAF, WEEI, WJAR, WT 

iberli i SAF, WEEI, WJAR, WTAG, 
WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, WTAM, 
WWJ, WSAI, KYW, KSD, WHO, WOW, WDAF, 
KSTP, WTMJ, WHAS, WIOD, WSM, WMC, WSB 
WBT, WJAX, KOA, KPO, KGO, KFI, KGW, KOMO, 
KHQ, WSMB, WAPI, WOAI, WBAP, KPRC, WKY. 
The famous “‘singing violins” playing semi-classical 
music. 
10:00-—Victor Program. WEAF, 

WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, 
WWJ, WSAI, KSD, WOW, WEBC, WRVA, WHO 
WBT, WKY, KPRC, WOAI, KOA, KSL, WTMJ, 
WBAP, WJAX, WLOD, WHAS, WSM, WMC, WSB, 
WSMB, KYW, WDAF, KVOO, KTHS. You've heard 
the artists many times on the phonograph. Now listen 
to them over the air. 


Friday, December 13 
8:00—Triadors. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, 
WHAM, WJR, WLW, KWK. 
Rhines leading the orchestra. 

Philco’s Theatre Memories. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA 
WHAM, KDKA, WJR, KYW, KWK, WREN, WTMJ 
KSTP, WEBC, WRVA, WMC, WSB, WSMB, KPRC 


WEEI, WJAR, WTAG 


WFIJC, 


KDKA, WREN, 


Comedy sketch and Joe 


9:30 


KOA, WOAI, KSL, WSM, WKY, WCKY, WBI 
WHAS, KPO, KGO, KFI, KGW, KOMO, KHQ. Front 
row seats for famous light operas. 

10:00-—Bremer-Tully, WABC, WCAU, WNAC, WEAN, 
WFBL, WMAK, WCAO, WJAS, WADC, WKRC, 
WOWO, WGHP, WMAQ, KMOX, KOIL, WSPD, 
WHK, WLBW, WMAL, WISN, KMBC, WCCO 


Musical program with an unusual and interesting theme. 


Saturday, December 14 


8:30—Dixie Echoes. WABC, WCCO, WFAN, WBRC, 
WWNC, WKRC, WLAC, WLBW, WJAS, WFBM, 
WFBL, WADC, WDOD, WKBW, WSPD, WCAO, 
WMAL, WNAC, KVI, KLZ, KOIL, KDYL, KFH 


KMOX, WDBJ. If you like negro spirituals. 
9:00—Graybar Program. WABC, WCAU, WNAC, WEAN, 
WFBL, WKBW, WCAO, WJAS, WKRC, WGHP, 
WMAQ, WOWO, KMOX, KMBC, KOIL, WSPD, 
WHK, WLBW, WMAL, WFBM, WDBJ, WTAR 
WWNC, KFJF, WADC, WLAC, WDOD, WBRC, 
WREC, KRLD, KFH, KTSA, WCCO, WISN, WDSU, 
KLRA, KLZ, KDYL, KFRC, KHJ, KOIN, KVI, 
KFPY, WKBN. Mr. and Mrs. are much more enter- 
taining on the air than in the comic strip. 

Park Central Hotel Orchestra. WEAF, WCAE, WHO, 
WWJ, WDAF, WKY, WIOD, WOW. Dance 
music that will pep up the party 
12:00—Rudy Vallee and His Orchestra. WEAF. You may 

have to strain a tube to get this but it’s worth it. 


11:30 
KSD, 


Sunday, December 15 

7:30—Major Bowes’ Family. WEAF, WJAR, WRC, WGY, 
WCAE, WWJ, WSAI, KSD, WOW, WFJC, WIOD, 
WHAS, WMC, WSB, WKY, WTAM, KTHs, WDAF, 
WOAIL, WHO. Music of all kinds—all good. 

8:30—Sonatron Program. WABC, WCAU, WEAN, WFBL, 
WCAO, WJAS, WADC, WKRC, KMOX, KMBC, 
KFPY, KOIL, WLBW, WMAL, KLZ, WHK, KDYL, 
WBBM, WNAC, WGHP, WMAK, WSPD, WFBM, 
KFRC, KHJ, KOIN, KVI. Wayne King conducting a 
dance orchestra. 

9:15—D’Orsay’s Parisienne Romances. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, 
WHAM, KDKA, WJR, KYW, KWK, WREN, WCKY 


Dramatic episodes with a musical background. 


10:15—Studebaker Champions. WEAF, WTIC, WTAG 
WCSH, WFI, WRC, WGY, WGR, WCAE, WTAM 
WWJ, WGN, KSTP, WTMJ. WEBC, KOA, KPO, 


KGO, KGW, KOMO, KFI, KHQ, WOW, KSL, WJAR, 
WHO. Jean Goldkette’s orchestra, and a fine piano duo. 


Monday, December 16 


8:30-—Ipana Troubadours. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WIR, WLW; 
KWK, WREN, WHAM, KDKA, KYW, WIOD, WRVA, 
WJAX, WMC, WSB, WKY, KTHS, KPRC, KFAB, 
WBT, WEBC, WSM, WSMB, WOAL. An old friend 
with a new program time 

9:30—“An Evening in Paris”. WABC, WFBL, WEAN, 
WISN, WNAC, WKRC, WMAL, WSPD, WHK, 
WADC, WMAK, WMAQ, WLBW, WOWO, WJAS 
WCAU, KMOX, KMBC, KOIL, WCAO, WGHP, 
CFRB. Recalling familiar scenes to those who have 


visited the Continent. 
10:00-—Ken-Rad Cabin Nights. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, WIR, 
KYW, KWK, WREN, WHAM, KDKA. 


music and Southern actors. 


Tuesday, December 17 
8:00—Blackstone Program. WABC, 
WEAN, WFBL, WKBW, WCAO, WJAS, WGHP, 
KMBC, KOIL, WLBW, WMAL, WHP, WHEC, 
WCCO. Frank Crumit and Julia Sanderson singing old 
favorites. 
9:30-—Dutch Masters Minstrels. WJZ, WBZ, WBZA, 
WBAL, KWK, WHAM, KDKA, KYW, WREN, WJR 
WTMJ, WCKY. All the variety of a real minstrel show 


Southern 


WCAU, WNAC, 


Wednesday, December 18 


8:30—Forty Fathom Trawiers. WABC, WADC, WCAO, 


WNAC, WKBW, WMAQ, WKRC, WHK, WGHP, 
WLBW, WCAU, WJAS, WEAN, KMOX, WFBL, 
WMAL, WH?, WFBM, WHEC. Sea stories and 
chanties. 


9:30—La Palina Smoker. WABC. WCAU, WEAN, WNAC, 
WFBL, WMAK, WCAO, WJAS, WADC, WGHP, 
WMAQ, WOWO, KMOX, KMBC, KOIL, WSPD, 
Wwcco, WHK, WLBW, WMAL, WISN, WKRC. Very 
informal entertainment. 
Merlin The Second. 
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“Fred says you folks squeeze orange juice entirely too slowly, so I said ‘Let’s get them a Sunkist 


iw 
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if you can take a hint— 


Junior Eleétrical ExtraGtor for Christmas.’ Now oo 
' Wi 9 
} 


fh 
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a Christnas apology for its Jucetulness 


At this silly season, we'd like to advertise Sun- 
kist Junior Electric Fruit Juice Extractor 
an extravagant, merely ornamental, impractical 
Christmas present. Its juicefulness is almost a sales 
drawback for the moment. 

Try to remember, however, that $14.95 is a lot 
of money, and that you CAN GET a fruit juice 
squeezer for 25 cents, a quarter of a dollar. 
Think of Sunkist Junior as a great lux- Sunkist 
ury when you buy it as a Christmas 
gift—Then wait— 


Sunkist 


Electric 
JUICE 


Extractor 


dealer's or 
mail coupon 


Junior 
uice Extractor at your 


$14.95 


It will prove itself a “sensible” gift all too soon. 
Before it has squeezed its first million oranges or 
lemons it will have established itself as a shrewd 
buy. It takes all the wrist wrenching out of fruit 
juice squeezing for breakfast or for the pre-dinner 
fruit juice hour. 

Stands 10 in. high, weighs 8 lbs. Only two in- 
Stantly removable parts to clean. Alabaster glass 

Electric bowl. $14.95 at electrical, hardware or 
department stores or prepaid for $14.95 
money order (Canada $19.95). 





ra ‘ecg las 





California Fruit Growers Exchange, 
Div. 2312,900 No. Franklin St., Chicago, Lil. 


, My dealer cannot supply me Money order for $14.95 
(Canada $19.95) enclosed for one Sunkist Junior Home 
Electric Juice Extractor, mail prepaid 


Name Street 


City State 





JUDGE’S CROSS-WORD 
PUZZLE BOOK 


contains more than 6,000 humorously clever defi- 
nitions whicl yuld make Noah Webster turn over 
n his grave 

Order Your Copy Now! 
“ . You'll never have ) uch fun or get so 
many laugh ywhere for $1.50 
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For Making Toy Soldiers. 
Indians, Cowboys Animalsete 








With one Mould you can make many HUNDREDS OF 


CASTINGS, whole Armies Outfits, including material 


for casting, enamel paints and everything complete, $4.50. 
Easy enough for any boy to make and great fun for 
rrown-ups Sport for the whole family. Write for 


illustrations of dozens of patterns you can make. 


MAKE-A-TOY COMPANY, Dept. 14, 1696 Boston Road, N. Y. City 


ld hike Him %o-- 









Untidy finger nails are often a bar to 
friendship and social acceptance. Refined 
men and women keep nails always clean 
and neat, with Gem, the pocket manicure 
that quickly cleans, trims, and files. Ask 
your cutlery dealer or druggist. Gem 
50c, Gem Jr., 35¢ (watch chain model). 


The H. C. COOK Co., 3 Beaver St.» 
Ansonia, 


Gem Clippers 


Conn. 





FRENCH ALKALINE 
MINERAL WATER 


VITTE 


GRANDE SOURCE 


} 
TO KEEP YOUR SYSTEM AT THAT DE- 
GREE OF ALKALINITY ESSENTIAL TO 
GOOD HEALTH. 

PALATABLE AND EFFECTIVE 


MORRIS & SCHRADER, *"*New vorn 











Missing Issues 


Please look in your file of old 
copies of JUDGE and see if you 


have any of the issues listed 
below. 
1894 
All June and July issues 
1895 
February 9 
1900 
February 24 
September 8 | 
1902 
March 8 
1909 | 
December 4 | 
191] 
May 13 and 20 | 
1920 | 


January 17 


We are interested in purchasing 
these issues in order to com- 
plete our record files. 

If you have any of the copies 
listed, please write JupGe Pus- 
LISHING Co., Inc., 18 East 
48th Street, New York City. 
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JOIN JUDGE'S 
CRUSADE 


AGAINST 


GEEGAW 
GIVING! 
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WHAT! 


Another 
“Pzstvklozv” 


Hear the disappointed wails of th 
rtunate people wh will receive ise] 
“pzstvklozvs’’ again this Christma 
ing with a ‘“‘pzstvkloz 
cant eat it... you can't read it. 
ou can't wear it—in fact, you can't « 
say it! 


“wwe > 
~ 


Good old General Judge up to his merry 
tricks, saw thousands of useless gadget 
ln exwax **whixpsrs,”’ pistachio 1 
**fsdhxclvs’’ and plastic wood ‘‘ichpzsvlorka 
being received by the unfortunat 


imi friends of well-intentioned but misg 
Christmas shopper rl int go 
id General Judge ‘Forward marel 


Christmas Shoppers, on The Crusade Against 


Ww unt “asa ( ler Y pay 
l ° you assume 1 lut y 
t nlist 1 Judge Cr | Against ¢ \ 
Giving is to present one or more lucky persons 


with a Christmas Gift Subscription to Judge 
What a hit you'll make! What pleasure 
you'll produce by commissioning us t 


Judge, the 52-week-a-year Santa Claus, to 
these happy homes! Be a considerate Cr 
sader. Send a sensible, salubrious, satisfa< 


tery gift—Send JUDGE! 


One year for $5 Two years for only $7.8¢ 
A Christmas card announcing your gener ty 
| be sent upon re est. Out with y 


yn 
rds, Crusaders READY! Cut 


coupon 0+ 


To: General Jud Subject: Crusa Er 

JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., INC. 

16 East 48th Street 

New York, N. Y. 

1. I'm tickled to death to do my bit in Th 
(Crusade Acainst Geegaw 

2. Enclosed find my check for 


Send JUDGE for © 1 year 
th following 














Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 134 
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Vertical 


Il Seotchma 

Something that belonged to Henry VIII's second wife. 
Big get-togethers. (abbr 
The kind of a goat Billy is 

This is the way the villain looked 
This is what dad did after he made his last payment. 
Networks that display a lot of nerve. 

This denotes age. (abbr.) 

Don't let this one get his fangs on you. 

Wrenches that motorists sometimes carry. 

\ good critic never does this. 
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Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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Open for Inspection 
(Continued from page 19) 


McGee resentfully, when we had 
gained the hall. ““He’s just an old 
sorehead. Come on back—you didn’t 
vet the view, and that’s the best thing 
in the place.” I finally dissuaded him, 
with Mr. O’Connor’s baleful pantings 
clearly audible from his bailiwick, and 
we dropped to Seven-D. 

“Now this suite,’ confided Mr. Me- 
Gee, “is the biggest bargain we’ve 
got. Wait’ll you see the refrigerator 

sixty ice cubes in an hour.” Fired 
by his own enthusiasm, he whipped 
open the door, still talking volubly. 
There was a faint scream, followed 
by the slam of a door. 

“Wait a minute,” I said timidly. 
“I’m afraid there’s someone in here, 
too.” 

“Listen,” said Mr. McGee, regard- 
ing me with his hands on his hips. 
“You're with me, see? What I say 
here, goes. After you.” 

A little girl, frilled and ruffled, met 
us at the threshold of the dining room. 
She regarded us gravely for a mo- 
ment, then turned and shrilled, “It’s 
the janitor, ma-mah, and another 
man,” 

“Superintendent,” corrected Mr. 
McGee, flushing slightly in the ears. 

“What?” 


despairingly. 


cried a 

“Not a-gain, dearie?”’ 
The gush of water running out of a 
bath-tub reached our ears. Mr. Me- 
whose plainly 
trail-blazers and men of action, strode 
to the door and raised his voice. “‘Hate 
to disturb you, and all that, Mrs. 
Alger, but I’ve got a party here to 
look the place over. 


feminine voice 


Gee, forebéars were 


Can't you wrap 
up in a bath-robe, or something, sort 
of?” 

“No, I can not,” cried the voice, 
holding a beat of tears. “I wish to 
goodness I could have about half an 
hour a day to myself in this—’ 

“Sure.” said Mr. McGee, winking 
at me. “I know how you feel, Mrs. 


Alger, but you know what it says in 
the lease.” 

“He’s winking, ma-mah,” cried the 
‘He's wink 
ing at the other man.” I began to 
back off. “Really,” I said, “I think 
we'd better put this off. Dll come 
back later.” 

When the little girl had slammed 
the door behind us, I touched my 
moist face with my _ handkerchief. 
Mr. McGee lapsed into a moody si 
lence as we dropped swiftly. “What 
was that, in the lease, that you men 
tioned?” I inquired, after a rather 
strained pause. 


little girl, startling me. 


“Why, this paragraft here,” he ex- 
plained, producing a thumbed lease. 
“See* It just says you've got to let 
us know, six months ahead, if you're 
not going to renew your lease, and 
that the premises must be open for 
inspection during that 
protects us. 


time. Pro 
tects you See?” 

“T see,” I said, edging towards the 
door. “Keeps the place filled up, 
eh?” 

“Just one big family,” assured Mr. 
McGee, pocketing the lease. 
back tomorrow- 
live-B.” 

“T haven’t a doubt of it,” I said 
sincerely, and fled down the street to 


renew the lease on my hall bedroom. 


“Come 


voud go nuts over 


—STANLEY JONES 


And Sand 


Farm waste will be the future source 
of motor fuel, says a research chemist. 
The problem, of course, is to design a 
carburetor which will digest spinach. 

—Detroir News 


A scientist says that oysters have 
no feelings, no brains and no voice. 
Another school of thought, however, 
hold that the bivalves have a grim 
foreboding on hearing a cork removed 
from a bottle of stout. 


Passinc Snow 
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THIN GIRL| 
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Tue Circus Fat Girt enjoys a change of heart and size — thanks 


to the Graybar Stimulator. 


(ApvT.) 


a1 


HOTEL 


IN THE HEART OF THE LOOP 
WITH NEW GARAGE FOR 
YOUR CONVENIENCE 


1700 ROOMS 


SINGLE ROOM WITH BATH 


SZ 


DOUBLE ROOM WITH BATH 
$4°° Der Day and up 


RANDOLPM CLARK 
LAKE & LA SALLE 
STREETS 

















Give 
HEALTH 
this Christmas: 
Give PEP...and SLENDERNESS 


.and POISE...via the Graybar 
Stimulator!...This sturdy health 
motor gives a vibratory massage 
that invigorates...and how! Simple 
to operate...varying gradations of 
massage... Yes, here’s the gift of 
gifts for most any man or woman! 
The coupon is for your convenience: 






So Pare 


ray 


Graybar Electric Co., Graybar Bldg., New York,N.Y. 44 
Guess I'll put the Stimulator on my gift list. But first, I 
want details! 


Name 


Address 
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High Hat 
(Continued from page 22 


bacco . . Giant Holo, Indoor Putting 
Green, Miniature Golf, Poker Darts, 
Quoit Table Game, Deck Tennis, 
Bridge Sets, Hazard Dice Box, Bowl- 
ing Alley Game, Owl Cube Game, 
Crown and Anchor, Jumpatelle, Tar 
get Dice, Bridge Tile, Point to Point, 
Good Wood, Elephant Guns, Revol- 
vers, Folding Umbrellas: all for rainy 
Sunday afternoons. 


And at (Madison Ave. 
and 48th): Remote control toy elec 
tric train outfits: spank the children, 
send them to bed and play with them 
yourself. Vincent Astor has the larg 
est train layout in America . . . Ger 
man howitzers, anti-aircrafts, French 
75s: better than snowballs for knock 
ing off old gentlemen’s silk hats .. . 
Pollywog boat (model) with real out 


Boucher’s 


board motor: good for the kiddie who | 


likes to take apart the Packard and 
washing machine in his spare time 
... Working 
models of factories or anything except 
a Fillies girl: swell for the model hus 
band Electric Gee-Whiz: home 
hoss racing, be your own bookie .. . 
Round playing cards: to match th: 


poker chips. 


Dunhill’s (5th & 43rd): for to 
bacco with an air, lighters, pipes, ash 
trays, razors, sticks and especially the 
new half-size lighter with a gadget for 
preventing “Dunhill thumb.” Don't 
ask for Sweet Caps here. 

Benson & Hedges (435 Fifth Ave. 
Every blend of cigarettes you can 
think of except luminous ones that 
you can find in the dark. 

& Conger (6th & 45th): 
Cocktail wagons, fully equipped, with 
or without passout place underneath: 


... Rap-o, a good game 


Lewis 


facetious manner of suggesting you're 
.. Bathroom shoeblack 
ing stand: be your own Julius the 
Streetboy ... And a thousand other 
things to prove that mother is the 
necessity for invention. (God got tired 
of seeing mother doing housework and 
invented Lewis & Conger.) 


on the wagon. 


Whitman & Goodman (27 W. 57th 
Alcoholic Private Bars: 
nifty furniture-saving nooks in swell 
apartments. Measurements should be 
made from armpit. 


architects: 


American Car Foundry, Park Av 
enue Agency: Cabin Cruisers, Yachts, 
and dinghies: we managed a 
payment on a dinghie. 

Wanamaker’s (Astor Place): Ford 
Tri-Motor Planes, Monocoupes: we’ re 


down 


still looking for a good, reliable para 
chute-maker. 

Macy’s: For football crowds and 
six per cent. off. 


Bannerman’s, 


i 
Lower Broadway: 


Anything deadly from a kriss to a 


Christmas revolution. The last 123 | 


Mexican Presidents outfitted 


here. 


were 


Spalding’s, Alex. Taylor, Slazenger, 
Davega: 
leave you weak. 
well-dressed professional. 

Odds and Ends: There’s a guy on 
Sands St., Brooklyn, who sells home 
tattooing outfits . 
nice neckpieces 


. . Boa constrictors, 
(from 4 to 7 ft.); 
trained mules, trick dogs, tigers, lions, 


They build you up but they | 
Everything for the | 


for sale at the Laredo, Texas, Zoo: | 


ideal companions _ to 
children ... 
for the oh, so well-dressed man . 


Gunther’s and the check room at the 


obstreperous 
Brooks Bros., requisites 


Central Park Casino: for fur coats... | 


Childs: 


for derbies Books from 


your friends the book-reviewers. three- | 


fourths off list price for cash... And, 
the KevKord Banjo, Cleveland, O.: 
banjo-playing without tears for tyros: 
played by pressing numbers on key 
board, automatically sounding ready 
made chords: a grand instrument. 

Liquor: 
Fifth Ave. Library—they 
don't handle it. 


from any 


positively 


—JuDGE, JR. 
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How’s Your Bridge? 
(Continued from page 27) 


He sends in 
this hand to clinch his point: 


he was so conscientious. 


South 
a** 
YM AK * * 
@ AK * *# *# 
am * * 
The bidding: 
South West North East 
1 @ 1 & 2 ¢ 2h 


“Would you now have South bid 
three Hearts?” 

Well, why North, having 
given immediate support to partner’s 
Diamond bid, can go back to 
Diamonds, if he holds less than four 
Hearts. Unless I could make four 
Diamonds on this hand, after North’s 
first-round assist, I would ask to have 


not? 


a commission appointed to inquire into 
the state of mind of my poor deluded 
partner. 


What Ima Dodo wants to know is 
when West Point will play the Para 
mount ushers. Tue Sun 





2p Story Man—TI must really get a new pair of specs. This is the 
second time I’ve mistaken a flag-post for a drain-pipe. 


—Lonpon Opinion 


EDWARD LANGER PRINTING CO... INC., JAMAICA, N. ¥ 
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* Tiny Wheels, Giant 


Turbines Run Smoother on TEXACO 


In every branch of industry, in 
the nation’s steel mills, mines and 
manufacturing plants there are 
power giants — high-speed, time 
and labor saving machines whose 
very life is dependent on oil! 
Texaco Lubricants plus Texaco 
Lubrication Service have gone 
hand in hand to save millions for 
the industries of the world. There 
is no industrial lubricating prob- 
lem too complicated for Texaco; 
there is no type of machinery made, 


from the sewing machine in the 


home to the giant turbine gener- 
ating power for the electrical 
needs of an entire city, which is 
not being lubricated effectively by 
Texaco. 

There is a Texaco Lubricant for 
every purpose. Throughout the 
world, everywhere, the Texaco Red 
Star with the Green T is known 
and respected. 


THE TEXAS COMPANY 
Refiners of a complete line of Texaco Petroleum 
Products including Gasoline, Motor Oil, Industrial 
Lubricants, Railroad and Marine Lubricants, Farm 
Lubricants, Road Asphalts and Asphalt Roofing. 






RESEARCH . .. THE GUIDE TO PROGRESS 


Anticipating every development; insuring ever hicher 
tiandards of quality . . . Texaco Laboratories are the 


source of Texaco progress. 


TEXACO 


The mark of quality for petroleum products 
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AN ANCIENT PREJUDICE 
HAS BEEN Sat 















Never again need scientific research 
grope in darkened cellars behind 
doors bolted against torture. AMER- 
ICAN INTELLIGENCE has swept 
before it the ignorant barrier which 
stupidly impeded men of genius and 
science marches proudly on. 






“TOASTING DID IT”— 


Gone ?s that ancient prejudice against cigarettes 
—Progress has been made. We removed the preju- 
dice against cigarettes when we removed from 
the tobaccos harmful corrosive ACRIDS (pungent 
irritants) present in cigarettes manufactured in 
the old-fashioned way. Thus ‘‘TOASTING’’ has 
destroyed that ancient prejudice against cigarette 
smoking by men and by women. 


a It’s toasted 


ees No Throat Irritation-No Cough. 














© 1979, The Qatedinn Tobacco Co., Manufacturers 





QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMAIC:. 
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